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This happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious done fet in the diver Sea, * 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moatc defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of leffie happier Lands, 

Thisblefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England 
ThisNurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kin°f J 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth * 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, * 

For Chriflian fervice.and true Chivalry, 

As is the iepulcherin dubborne I ary 

Of the worlds ranfome, bleflcd Maries fonne. 

This Land of fuchdearefoules, this deare deareLand 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas d out (I dye pronouncing it J 
Like to a Tenement, or pelting Far me. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whole rocky fhore beates backe the envious fiedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with ffiame, 

V Vith Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

J hat England that was wonttoconqur others. 

Hath made a fhamefull conqued of it ft. ■*. 

Ah, would the lcandall vanifh with my life 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? * 


Enter King Queene, *4»merU i Bu(fo i Green* s 
. Bagot,Ros yind Willoughby . 
T^TbeKingiscome,deaIe mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd, doe rage the more. 
How fares our noble Vncle, Lanfafler ? 

r n u COl i nfort mai * ? How id with aged Gam ? 
G* Oh how that name befits my compofition : 

0\u Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

V Vithin me gnefe hath kept a teadious fad. 

And wh° abdames from meate, that is not gaunt : 

VvI C r| En § Ia ? d Ion § tIme have 1 watchc 
Watchmg breeds leanneile, leanncffe is all gaunt: 

The pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon 


limy drift fad,I meanc my Childrens Iookes, 

And therein fading, had thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names r 
£««.No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

■ Kic. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 

Gnu. No, no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fay fl thou flatter’d me. 

Gan. O no, thou dyed, though I the (ickerbe. 

Rich. I am in health I breathe, 1 fee thee ill* 

<?d#,Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

211 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no Iefler then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation deke. 

And thou too carelefle patient as thou art. 

Commit’d thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that fird wounded thee : 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whole compafife is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit leffer then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye. 

Seen 1 ; how his fonnes fonne, fhould deflroy his formes, 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy Thame, 
Tepofing thee before thou wert poffed, 

VVhich art poffed now to depole thy felfe, 

W hy (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a ffiame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame ; to lT>amc-it fo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

Thy date or Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And ■ • * 


Rich. And thou, alunatickeleane-witted fbole, 
I reluming on an Agues privelledge. 


Par’d: 
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